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Summary 


Ryuko Matoi, in spite of all her declarations otherwise, is an exhibitionist. 


When Satsuki first shares her findings, Ryuko deflects as she always does against that claim. 
It is only as Satsuki stacks the evidence against her - a collection of Ryuko begging to engage 
in indecent acts during various outings, of Ryuko more than fervently touching herself under 
Satsuki’s watchful eyes, and of her blatant disrespect for volume control in spaces with too 
thin of walls - that she reluctantly admits there may be something there. 


An admission braced with the accusation that Satsuki is simply “no fun”. 


Notes 


Just fun pointless smut! Worked on this over the course of weeks and weeks, so it may flow 
terribly. I also skimped out on some editing haha... Anyway, hope you enjoy it all regardless! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


It is an eccentric and impulsive thought that takes form in the quieter and still parts of her 
mind one day as she watches Ryuko’s canines slide into the rind of a lemon while entirely 
nude. 


There is nothing demonstrably erotic about the setting or the actions that Satsuki can fathom 
— she has long ago adapted to nudity in all its forms, for better or for worse. There is nothing 
inherently sexual about it, and still Ryuko’s cheeks blossom with a subtle pink when she 
catches Satsuki’s inquiring look. 


It isn’t the first time she’s noticed these peculiar actions— and they are peculiar to her when 
she thinks of how much of their history together has been what the common masses would 
consider indecently exposed. There is not a part of Ryuko she has not seen, not an inch of 
flesh she has not explored with fingers and mouth alike, and still whenever her gaze settles 
however briefly on her sister that frame shivers with a nervous energy. 


With anticipation. 
Ryuko Matoi, in spite of all her declarations otherwise, is an exhibitionist. 


When Satsuki first shares her findings, Ryuko deflects as she always does against that claim. 
It is only as Satsuki stacks the evidence against her - a collection of Ryuko begging to engage 
in indecent acts during various outings, of Ryuko more than fervently touching herself under 
Satsuki’s watchful eyes, and of her blatant disrespect for volume control in spaces with too 
thin of walls - that she reluctantly admits there may be something there. 


An admission braced with the accusation that Satsuki is simply “no fun”. 
And perhaps there is a truth to that. 


Satsuki spends the vast majority of her time these days behind a desk encumbered by 
mountains of legal paperwork— a final parting gift from her dearest of mothers. It is a step 
above her prior treatment, no better than a prisoner of war, but it leaves her days with fewer 
and fewer hours; those remaining more often spent with a mental fatigue that makes her 
intimidating disposition a sour thing. 


Regardless of the toil it takes on her, she is utterly resolved in putting the Kiryuin name to a 
fitful rest; dedicated to dismantling the corrupt legacy left behind one paper at a time. 


It is an impossible goal for a nineteen year old to handle, but Satsuki Kiryuin has always been 
an exception to most things. 


And yet it gnaws at her, the idea that she may in some way be neglecting Ryuko’s needs— 
though the idea of participating in public coitis being at all a part of some transcendent 
version of Maslow's Hierarchy of Needs is horribly laughable to her. 


So she sets aside the following Friday from her tasks with a call, and at noon wanders into a 
darkened room occupied by her still sleeping partner with the promise of a chance at 
normalcy; a mall date. 


It isn’t until Ryuko has been all but dragged from the house that she seems to find some 
excitement in the opportunity, an experience that is admittedly contagious as Ryuko’s voice 
peaks and swells as she laces their hands together— as she all but shows her off in 
spontaneous declarations of love and chaste displays of affection that has her chest flutter. 


Satsuki understands in part, why there is so much joy to be found in the simplicity of this; she 
has admittedly kept most of their relationship behind closed doors on the off chance of 
anything going terribly with regards to their shared blood— even in spite of her dozens of 
countermeasures she has set up with the aid of her loyal devas turned faithful companions. 


This freedom is something she has only vaguely considered in idyllic fantasies, the ones 
donned with white picket fences and children of her own. 


And maybe that alone would have been treasured enough to satisfy a day; a public 
acknowledgement of their love and her willingness to sacrifice too many things to have her. 


But Satsuki has never done anything in half measures, and she is certain she can surpass any 
lofty ideas of “fun”. 


It is that thought that had her take certain preemptive steps before even arriving— that very 
same thought that has her directing their entwined forms towards a lingerie store. 


Ryuko’s demeanor shifts in grand movements as she leads them into the store, and Satsuki 
cannot help the twitch of a smile that graces her mouth. Ryuko seems to shrink against her; a 
faint flush capturing her sun kissed cheeks and curving along the tip of her ears. The cocksure 
grin of her mouth suddenly a meek and pouting pull of lips. Most evident is the absence of 
her the boasting swagger of her exaggerated stride, replaced instead with a stilted and closed 
step. Even those enchanting and exotic eyes burden this new nervous energy, has them 
downcast and skittish. 


Admittedly Satsuki finds herself enamoured with this flustered creature next to her, a curious 
take on innocence from the girl whose mouth could be remarkably foul while knuckle deep in 
her sister. 


Satsuki coaxes the draw of her thumb over the hand anchored to her to garner the younger 
woman’s attention, gradually raising an eyebrow at the pinched expression and wide azure 
eyes that meet her. 


“You look like you’ve been neutered, Ryuko,” Satsuki teases in a voice of strings and hums, 
the smile in her voice only growing as Ryuko’s shoulders raise defensively. 


“Shut th’ fuck up, you didn’t say nothin’ ‘bout a... /-lingerie store,” she bites back in a harsh 
whisper, fumbling over her own tongue with nervous energy. 


Satsuki shifts her face then, her eyes keen things even as she raises both of her brows in 
feigned mockery of astoundment. Her voice is a contrite murmur, “Strange, you usually react 
so enthusiastically to mine; I was certain this stop would be your favourite.” 


Ryuko’s face does an excellent job of mimicry in that moment, almost indistinguishable from 
the hue of that wayward bundle of Life Fibers atop her crown. 


“Can we please not talk about that while in public?” Ryuko grumbles and hisses, and Satsuki 
watches as she shifts from foot to foot, that gaze wandering elsewhere. Satsuki follows that 
lead, letting her eyes roll over the store; settle carefully on an approaching and smiling 
woman. “I need’ta not think about how hot my sister is wearing nothin’ but—” the whisper 
comes to an abrupt end as another voice overlays it. 


“Good afternoon, may I be of any assistance today?” 


Ryuko starts bodily with the new arrival, and Satsuki attempts to dim the sparkle of mirth that 
must swim in her gaze from her sister. Instead she focuses on this newest addition to their 
bubble with an instinctive and commanding upward tilt to her chin. 


The saleswoman stands a few inches shorter than herself and must be somewhere two or 
three years her senior. She’s homely in a way that is rather charming, kempt auburn hair in a 
simple and artificially tousled bob with a pristine white nametag of Ito. 


Those umber eyes look between her own and Ryuko’s before briefly flicking toward their 
interlocked hands and intimate proximity. A bemused expression slips into her eyes, and 
Satsuki nips that bud in the head before any stray thoughts of uncanny familial resemblance 
may near the truth of them. 


“T apologize for my girlfriend’s shyness, but we were hoping to get her properly fitted.” She 
says in a practiced and soothing voice. 


A look of understanding flashes in those eyes, a smile once more fitting that softly rounded 
face. 


“Oh, certainly! Just follow me to the back here.” 


Satsuki nods and yields to the woman’s lead. She can feel the heated glower of Ryuko’s gaze 
on her cheek, but does not deign her any form of acknowledgement as they stride deeper into 
the store; beyond tables shelved with unmentionables, and past walls lined in a plethora of 
vibrant brassieres, until they cross through a rose emblazoned curtain into the back proper. 
There’s a duo of box sized rooms with similarly rose etched partitions, as well as a few empty 
hooks and a set of chairs. 


The saleswoman - Ito - heads further in, towards an oak door further down the hallway, 
throwing her pitched voice over her shoulder, “T11 be back in one moment with the tapes.” 


“Fitting?” Ryuko whirls on her the moment the woman disappears behind that door, a deep 
furrow to her brows with eyes laced in confusion. 


“Measured,” Satsuki clarifies softly with an errant touch along the gentle curve of Ryuko’s 
jaw. The step she takes erases most of the distance between them, finger hooking under her 
chin to tilt that thick headed skull up. “Is it so wrong of me, imouto,” she begins with a purr 


to her low and hushed tones, a complacent curve to her lips as her eyes briefly flicker to the 
slight swell of her chest and back. “To want you wrapped in something pretty for me?” 


There are innumerable things to adore about her sister turned girlfriend; from the devoted and 
careful love offered, to the charming quirk of lips and a laugh so full of life, to the 
understanding and comfort of inquisitive eyes the same shade as hers. But, Satsuki has to 
admit there is room for much needed improvement; specifically, Ryuko could wear 
something other than ratty sports bras and threadbare briefs during more intimate moments. 


She isn’t surprised at her choice of under garments, it makes sense for what she knows of 
Ryuko’s past, but she thinks of those times they fought in kamui— thinks of Ryuko with the 
fine threads of Senketsu draped over her and experiences something like yearning. 


“You uh... You think I could pull somethin’ like those off?” That normally boisterous voice 
is a docile thing suddenly, an endearing flush making it’s reappearance across her freckled 
cheeks as she gestures to the front of the store with a bandaged thumb. 


“Do you think I do?” Satsuki offers in turn, craning her head down some to allow their 
foreheads to meet. 


“Fuck yea,” Ryuko all but barks, a wicked grin claiming ownership of her face. 


Satsuki preens as she feels those rough digits needle into the loose pockets of her expensive 
stovepipe pants, allows that brat to draw them closer together about the hips without scolding 
her actions. Instead she smiles wide enough to flash a predatory peek of her blunt teeth, 
perversion turning her gaze pitch. 


“Then you’ll be fine,” Satsuki coos in the minute space between their lips, eyes slinking 
between the pair before her as her voice grows smokey. “We are sisters, after all.” 


Those too taboo and sordid words work as she calculates, and Satsuki watches intently as 
Ryuko’s eyes dilate and darken, as the tip of that tongue brushes over chapped lips. She lets 
her hand fall then, ghosts her slender fingers across the fluttering pulse against that throat 
before attempting to step back. 


Ryuko’s grip tightens some then, edging to reclaim the abandoned proximity. 
“You’re real dirty sometimes, nee-san.” 


The rebuke that perches on the tip of her tongue - a committed vow to keep her little sister 
clean - is forgone as that oak door creaks and the saleswoman makes her frankly undesired 
return. Ryuko untangles her questing fingers in that moment to take a step back, and Satsuki 
rests assured that the surprise parcel she carries remains entirely undetected. 


999 


“I apologize for the delay! Now, if you’ll just follow me in here ... 
Ito’s voice Ryuko nods along to, offering her name as prompted. 


there’s a coaxing lilt to 


“Matoi.” 


“Matoi-sama,” she bows gratefully, “Then we can get your sizes, alright?” 


Satsuki offers an encouraging nod of her head when Ryuko turns to look at her, and carefully 
watches as the two disappear behind a partition. 


With nothing to occupy her she finds herself reclining in one of the presented and cushioned 
black lounge chairs. She fluidly props her ankle atop the bend of her knee, careful not to let 
her heel touch the muted sable of her starched trousers, and lets her arm stretch across the 
back of the bordering chair. Deft fingers pop the clasp on her ivory and grey striped clutch, 
easing her business phone from it’s scant depths. 


Satsuki scrolls through the dozens or so new email notifications that await her, brow 
furrowing in mild concentration as she mutes the world around her. She trusts HOomaru 
implicitly to manage these, but idle hands have always been better suited occupying 
themselves. 


She is approximately a third through a letter updating her of seized and liquidized assets 
when Ito’s form reemerges from behind the boxed off partition, a more than polite smile to 
her face. 


“Please let me know if you’ll need any further help, Matoi-sama!” 


Satsuki catches her eye as she makes to leave, and unexpectedly has to reign in the 
possessive glare that threatens to creep into her features. Instead she cranes her head in a 
slight nod and watches her go, curious of the bite of jealousy that so swiftly consumed her. 
Cobalt eyes flick back to the mobile and it’s unread contents before she flicks it off and 
deposits it back in her clutch, finding herself on her heels in a fluid motion. 


Ryuko does not greet her, and so Satsuki prowls forward; lets the stiletto of her black heel 
click against the wooden floors as she nears in a courteous warning. 


The partition bunches under her touch and immediately Ryuko’s flushed face meets her, eyes 
a daring blue and modesty only kept by that decrepit and dull sports bra. Her jacket, shirt, and 
drawstring bag are rumpled and overlapping on the compact shelf she’s seated on; a floor 
length mirror positioned behind her revealing the powerful chords of muscle that make up her 
back. 


If she looks close enough there, Satsuki is sure she will be able to map out the long trail of 
raised pink that she leaves with her nails whenever her sister drives into her. 


“Oi, you didn’t say nothin’ ‘bout her takin’ my bra off.” 


Satsuki rolls her eyes at the accusation, toned arms coming across the ample swell of her 
chest with a jut of her hip. She levels an even stare at the seated woman, quirks a heavy 
eyebrow below the even line of her bangs. 


“Pray tell, how else would she get an accurate measurement while you wear that, Ryuko?” 


“Dunno, Sats, I’m a lil’ out of my element right now,” she mumbles with a frown in her 
voice, those narrowed eyes looking off to the side. 


It is a pitiful display she knows is meant to needle her, and still Satsuki crumbles; 
premonition entirely useless in steeling her against such underhanded tactics. Her arms 
stretch out, voice rolling and low; appropriately coaxing, “Come here.” 


There is no hesitation to her movements as Ryuko rolls onto her feet, the space between them 
erased in the grand stride of her steps before she takes to the fronts of her feet to lean up into 
the awaiting kiss. 


Satsuki keeps it a chaste and languid thing, ghosts her lips against those chapped ones as 
Ryuko smiles victoriously against her mouth. She can feel those calloused hands mold onto 
the swell of her hips, and she lets her own settle on Ryuko’s waist in turn; gently eases the 
shorter cut nails of her middle and ring fingers against bare and tanned skin. 


Satsuki is rewarded with a shiver. 


A rich and deep hum resonates from her chest as she draws back a scant few inches, 
“Better?” 


The smile that splits her younger sister’s face is entirely wolfish, those alien and azure eyes 
alight in equal parts mischief and mirth. 


“If I say no ‘n pout a bit more, you gonna give me another kiss?” 
“You could just ask, imouto.” 
“Kiss me?” 


Satsuki is not one to deny Ryuko’s impulsive whims and thus finds herself easily compelled 
to lay her mouth over those lips once more. She coaxes Ryuko’s eyes shut with a tease of her 
teeth, presses deep enough into the kiss to have even her own heart flutter zealously in her 
chest— but she still retains enough control to stop it before it endures and blossoms with 
heat. 


An idle smile curves her lips as Ryuko’s nose affectionately bumps hers, a gentle and 
prompting squeeze to her touch as she pries: “Now, what did she tell you?” 


“D70, whatever th’ hell that means.” 


“Mm, may I pick something out for you to try?” The question comes out husked, the lower 
octaves of her voice purring. 


Ryuko’s face flushes with a cute bob to her throat. 
“Uh... Y-yea, I mean go fer it.” 


“Thank you.” Gratitude thickens the roll of her voice as she presses forward with a lingering 
kiss to Ryuko’s forehead. 


It doesn’t take Satsuki very long to peruse the store's limited stock to find what it is she has in 
mind, and even less to have it rung up. She can feel the curious eyes of both sales women on 


her departing form after, and she pauses for a moment to meet those gazes with her own 
tempered glare. It is enough to have them flustered and cowed, both women hurrying back to 
their work as if dismissed. 


When she returns to the enclosed space of that fitting room, Ryuko is slouched back in that 
pseudo seat; only jumping to her feet when Satsuki closes the partition back behind her. 


“This one.” 


Satsuki holds out the procured item by one of its straps, and watches as Ryuko’s hands turn 
into tentative and careful things to receive the offering. 


“Wow... Is that—” Ryuko’s voice stumbles as she turns it over, drags her hands roughly over 
it’s sheer surface. “Is this see through?” 


Satsuki's impulse to scold her for the boorish handling increases as the seconds tick by, but 
focuses on the bewildered question instead. 


“Partially; you’ve worn decidedly less before.” 
“Right, okay.” 
“Do you need help with—” 


Ryuko’s cheeks flush with heat as a pitched and awkward laugh fills the small room. “No, no 
I got this; it’s just a bra.” 


Satsuki quirks a brow in response, which only flusters Ryuko further until she is all but being 
shooed from the small space. 


She returns to her seat with the same grace that always possesses her, eyes settling on the rose 
pattern of the partition before the persistent itch to abide by her work ethic has that plain 
black cell once more settling in her hands. 


Ryuko’s voice chimes some moments later, an apprehensive tenor that easily steals her 
attention. “Yo, Satsuki?” 


“Mim, yes, Ryuko?” 
“Well... You wanted to see, right?” 


Thrill twists eagerly along the length of her spine as she pockets that phone and stands, her 
thoughts coalescing into lecherous and whispering desires. Her expression holds tight to the 
mask of stoicism however, poise entirely intact as she strides through the partition to her 
awaiting sister. 


Ryuko doesn’t seem to know what to do with her hands at that moment, restlessly switching 
from crossing her wiry arms across her front to that nervous tick of itching her chin before 
finally pocketing them outright. The stance she shifts toward is forcibly lax then, a mirror 


image of the usual cocky flair she exudes; but Satsuki can still make out the anxious twitch to 
the pair of eyes that sit above the gentle flush of her cheeks. 


Part of her yearns to comfort her, but she silences that impulse for a moment to allow herself 
the gift presented to her. 


Ryuko’s body is an athletic and sinewy thing, coarse with the ridges of old scars and 
blemishes; dotted faintly with freckles from head to toe from time spent underneath the sun's 
harsh rays. She is noticeably absent of any give with the exception of her breasts— breasts 
now cradled in a tantalizing splash of ink and scarlet lace that tease a glimpse of rose behind 
it’s winding pattern. 


“So?” 


Satsuki steps closer in lieu of a response, conceals the leer to her eyes as Ryuko’s chest 
hitches with the movement. She pretends to admire the craftsmanship a moment longer, 
instead tracing her eyes over the gentle swell of those freckled breasts— imagines the modest 
weight of them in either of her hands. 


“Turn around for a moment.” 


Ryuko looks like she might protest for a moment, but then seems to think better of it and 
bares her back. Satsuki meets those inquisitive and nervous eyes in the mirror as she steps 
forward, offering her an encouraging and appreciative look even as her mouth curves with 
wicked intent. When her hands settle against those black shoulder straps she feels Ryuko’s 
muscles bunch under her touch and hums out a rolling laugh. 


Slender fingers slide along the length of fabric before she deftly adjusts those straps to better 
hold her sister’s breasts, watching in the mirror as Ryuko’s chest flutters with her breath. She 
masquerades her desire to caress by idling her touch along the band of the bra, slipping her 
digits underneath the tight fabric to draw it down a scant few degrees. Goosebumps flower 
after her touch as she reaches forward and around, letting the calloused tips of her fingers 
tease along the bump of ribs and the under swell of those enticingly displayed breasts. She 
tugs the band meticulously down here as well, hiding her knowing smile against Ryuko’s 
crown of hair at the feel of that pounding heart. 


The next breath Ryuko steals is a feathery thing between the part of her lips, and Satsuki 
steps that minor bit forward; close enough to feel coaxing heat radiating from her frame. Her 
fingers slide languidly free before she tenderly cups the bottom curve of Ryuko’s breasts and 
lifts some; inspecting to see if the pull of the straps is adequate while simultaneously probing 
her sister’s resolve. 


A prompt glance to those crumbling navy eyes and the peek of a sharp canine along a lip tells 
her all she needs to know. 


“See,” she breathes lowly against the shell of Ryuko’s ear. “This fits you perfectly. And the 
texture...” 


Leisurely, Satsuki fans out her hands; drags the tips of her fingers slowly over silk and that 
swirling frastaglio. That delicate and attentive touch earns a pinched gasp as they tease over 
the bumps of piercings and peaks of firm nipples, and Ryuko’s eyes darken in great waves 
with each lingering stroke. 


“You'll wear this one out.” Satsuki decides for her then, waiting for Ryuko’s gaze to meet her 
in that reflective glass to continue with a loaded query, “How does it feel?” 


“Good,” she growls in response. 


In hindsight, it is too much to expect Ryuko to be wholly submissive, to let herself be toyed 
with obediently without reaction; no plan or idea is ever Ryuko-proof. 


Satsuki's chest tightens as Ryuko reaches back, digs those rough hands into her hips to pull 
her closer and erase the distance between rear and pelvis. Ryuko grinds shamelessly then, and 
Satsuki catches the curiosity and confusion that flickers in the mirror as she meets something 
hard. 


And then comprehension dawns in those molten eyes with a broken and hushed groan. 
“How are you hiding that?” 


Satsuki watches for a moment as calloused fingers glide along the front of her pants; along 
the stiff length of that delicately concealed strap. 


“A belt,” she answers plainly, settling her eyes back on those reflected. She flicks her fingers 
against the peaks of Ryuko’s breasts and smiles softly as her sister reacts with a crude roll of 
her rear against her pelvis. 


“T thought you didn’t wanna do any public stuff?” 

“That was before I learned what an exhibitionist you are.” 

“Says the voyeur,” Ryuko all but sings back, deviance flashing in her eyes as her mouth 
grows into something lascivious. “Don’t think I didn’t notice you watchin’ me back at 
Honn6ji.” 


Satsuki lets a single eyebrow climb behind her bangs, steels her eyes to reflect none of her 
thoughts even as her hands gently knead the breasts in the curve of her palms. 


“Of course I was watching. Was I supposed to turn a blind eye to the usurper irrationally 
dedicated to crumbling my empire?” 


“Thinkin’ you had different reasons for lookin’.” Ryuko scoffs and hums, layering her hands 
over the top of Satsuki’s. “Thinkin’ you were watchin’ ‘cuz my ass and tits were out.” 


As if to prove her point, Ryuko’s fingers easily work the clasp at the front of her bra; and 
Satsuki loosens her grip to watch that fabric slide off of her chest— to watch those breasts 
bounce free crowned in a charming pink braced by metal. 


“That certainly didn’t hurt,” she concedes at once, failing to hide the languorous smirk in her 
voice. 


Satsuki’s hands reacquaint with that tender flesh then, ghosting her touch over the swell of 
her sister’s breasts. She can feel Ryuko shiver against her and offers an encouraging kiss to 
the top of her head. 


“Ha, bet you got pent up,” that voice is breathy now, a murmured thing as Ryuko’s hands 
reach skyward to knot against Satsuki’s nape. 


The action stretches out Ryuko’s front in an entirely tantalizing way that Satsuki can’t help 
but to admire; eyes of avarice rolling over perky breasts and the protruding bumps of those 
ribs and all the way down the lean line of her stomach. Her hands follow the blazing trail of 
her gaze before returning to embrace the shy heft of her bosom with a squeeze. 


“Mm, J did. And you?” 


Satsuki’s fingers roll over those hardened peaks in the next moment, and Ryuko’s gaze falls 
to her own chest with a fluttering breath. 


“Constantly, and I was fuckin’ pissed you wouldn’t do nothin’ ‘bout it. Touched myself after 
every one of our fights— hell, even after those times I knew you were watching me fight.” 
Her voice grows deeper with each passing word, breath beginning to go laboured as Satsuki 
teases those stiff buds. “You ever go that far?” 


“Once,” Satsuki admits at length, burning touch rolling over barbells. 
“When?” 


Ryuko’s eyes meet hers then, pitch and lidded things as her cute little mouth parts with a 
gasp. Satsuki’s chest blooms with heat and she offers a sly smile. 


“Just before that final battle. The adrenaline of having your blood flowing through Junketsu 
— of fighting next to you as we defeated the Primordial Life Fiber. I wanted to have you in 
the most depraved of ways.” Satsuki pauses for a breath, slender fingers curling around a 
nipple before tugging at the piercing and earning a hiss. Her voice drops into a husked chord, 
the lower registers of her tone all but a purr as she continues steadily, “Instead I found a small 
room on the Naked Sol, and I imagined my imouto’s crude hands and dirty mouth all over me 
until I was crying out her name.” 


Satsuki feels Ryuko’s nails bite into her nape as she tenses bodily, the look of her pretty face 
ragged with arousal and want. 


“Fuck,” Ryuko says in a strained noise more akin to a moan than actual words. Those hands 
release their lock on her nape before twining with her own slender fingers and dragging her 
touch lower and lower on that feverish frame. The urging guide stops at the hem of Ryuko’s 
tight jeans, a finger easing against the copper button. “Please, nee-san?” 


Instinctively her fingers slip between the scant space of flesh and jeans, twisting into the 
elastic band of Ryuko’s undergarments. 


There will always be a weakened part of her entirely prone to abiding to her sister’s whims, 
but for once her resolve masters it’s meek rebellion. She tugs the garment upwards sharply, 
lets the fabric tease against her need and feels the subtle twitch of thighs before she releases 
that doubtlessly ruined pair. 


“Patience, imouto,” Satsuki hums tenderly with the brush of her lips against the tip of 
Ryuko’s ear. Her hands reclasp that bra with no straying intent, adjusting that enchanting 
fabric to cup her sister’s breasts perfectly once more. ““We’ve already spent a suspicious 
amount of time back here.” 


Patience, however, has always been a trait Ryuko is ravenously starved of. 


Satsuki watches with keen eyes as Ryuko twists in her embrace and presses bodily against 
her. Appropriately distracted by the bunch of breasts, she realizes somewhat delayed as 
Ryuko grabs her wrist and her hand is forced between those taut thighs, a molten and wet 
heat meeting the curl of her fingers. 


“PII come fast,” Ryuko vows with an eager twitch of her hips. 


Satsuki finds herself mildly impressed at this dedication, and offers a reward in the way of 
touch; a gliding stroke of her middle finger around that swelling clit as a chuckle echoes from 
her throat. Ryuko only manages a choking noise in response and leans heavily against her as 
she idly massages her, those azure eyes fluttering shut with little puffs of air against Satsuki’s 
chest. 


That petite urging returns, demanding her to take to her knees and attend to her sister’s 
wanton desire— but she swallows it down as she draws her hand free of Ryuko’s pants and 
skyward. 


“When you come, it will be around my strap,” Satsuki announces to her, letting her tongue 
languidly lap at the bitter and clear stain on her finger tip. 


Ryuko slumps against her wholly then, buries her head into Satsuki’s cleavage as she 
mumbles between skin and groans, “I will /iterally die if you don’t get me off right now.” 


“You will not,” Satsuki responds with an affectionate brush of Ryuko’s hair, gently carding 
through those bangs. “Now put your shirt back on.” 


“You’re the worst,” she insists with a whine and a nip to her exposed flesh, but obeys the 
instructions with a hurried tug of that white shirt back over her upper body, gruffly 
shouldering her brown bomber jacket on and snatching up her bag. Satsuki steps back 
forward then to tuck her shirt in, and Ryuko glares daggers as her fingers stray and tease 
against heated skin. 


“Can we go to the washroom?” she asks some moments later as they stride across the floor of 
the store with linked arms. 


Satsuki lowers her gaze to meet Ryuko’s scheming blues and scoffs playfully as they exit the 
store. 


“For the reasons you’re thinking? No.” 


Satsuki dedicates herself to kindling and nursing that careful heat she has created over the 
course of the following hours, a malignant sort of satisfaction thrumming in her tightened 
chest as Ryuko squirms and twists— whines with every action. She is an unrelenting force as 
they pursue and drift between store after store; the teasing trail of manicured nails along a 
flushed neck, the firm grasp of her hand along hip and rear. When she talks to Ryuko, she 
makes sure to let her low voice croon; to breathe against the shell of those pink ears in a tone 
of promise and smoke. 


It isn’t a simple task, and Satsuki finds her resolve threaten to falter more than a few times as 
Ryuko quakes and shivers from lingering touches, or gasps in response to a calculated 
innuendo; but it does get easier if only due to Ryuko’s swiftly souring reactions. 


That meek and flustering expression warps into something edged and harsh as the day wears 
on, the glare of Ryuko’s eyes a dangerous oath that only goads the competitive thing she 
zaelously feeds in her chest. 


So she lays it on thicker, let’s the sly twitch of her plush lips curve fully at each offered 
grimace until Ryuko is pointedly putting space between them. 


She counts it as a pyrrhic victory, her absence duly missed, even as Ryuko insists they visit 
the busy food court with the exact snarled words of “P'U take literally anything in me at this 
point’. 


Satsuki cringes as she settles in the uncomfortable public seating, keen eyes narrowing at the 
residual debris of whoever last occupied her current seat. Ryuko for her part doesn’t 
acknowledge any of it - though Satsuki has seen the girl’s room, unfortunately it makes a sort 
of depressing sense - and sits heavily in her own seat, dropping her tray of food with a clatter 
onto the no doubt unclean table. 


Satsuki carefully schools her features as to not give the true depth to her loathing, instead 
putting on an air of nonchalance as she gingerly props her elbows along what she decides to 
be the least offensive parts of the surface top. She cards her slender fingers neatly together, 
steeled gaze braving her sister’s eating habits. 


Ryuko’s glower remains affixed to her admittedly still handsome face, those narrowed and 
baleful eyes burrowing into her own even as she impolitely digs into her food. So Satsuki 
quirks a brow, an action Ryuko mirrors; that pitch gaze flicking between eyes and the empty 
spot before Satsuki with a petty sneer. 


She instinctively takes it as a challenge and realizes somewhat belatedly, that her own arousal 
must be gnawing away at her usual fount of patience. 


Leisurely, Satsuki crosses one leg over the other over a knee and stretches forward a mere 
couple of inches. It is enough to have the sharp point of her stiletto graze along that light 
wash denim covered knee. Immediately Ryuko’s leg jumps hard enough to have it crack 
against the underside of the table, and Satsuki swallows the rolling laugh that spawns in her 
covetous chest. 


“Oi, no footsie ‘m eatin’.” Ryuko mumbles rudely around a mouthful of repulsive and 
heavily processed hamburger. 


Satsuki ignores the request outright, better adjusting the twist of her ankle to have her foot 
ghosting low along Ryuko’s inner thigh. She plucks a single fry free of Ryuko’s meal as that 
face flushes a deep pink, daintily biting into it’s starched and bland flesh with a flash of teeth 
before glancing at the neighbouring and entirely dreary faces surrounding them. 


“I don’t know what you’re referring to, Ryuko.” Satsuki hums carefully, popping the 
remaining half of the fry into her mouth as her foot scales higher along that tense thigh. 


She catches the frustration that ruptures violently across Ryuko’s face in her periphery, but 
surprisingly Ryuko carefully chooses her battles; unable to win a war on both fronts. 


“Thought you said you weren’t hungry?” 


Those eyes flick to Satsuki’s mouth and then back to her eyes, rugged hands sloppily tugging 
the tray closer to her hunched frame; as though she were no different than an animal 
protecting its kill. 


“I’m not,” Satsuki admits in a bored tone as she unhurriedly plucks another fry free of its 
container. “Or at least, not for food.” 


The flat of her heel presses against the seat braced by Ryuko’s twitching thighs, the lessening 
distance prompting the younger woman to muffle a wheezing choke. Satsuki languidly looks 
back to her then, watching those flushed cheeks puff cutely before a scowl cracks across that 
face. 


“Tf you ain’t hungry, stop eatin’ all of my food.” 
“It was two fries.” 
“Yea, an’ that’s two fries helpin’ prolong my fast approaching death since you won’t fuc—” 


“Ryuko,” she interrupts swiftly, and admittedly forcefully. It is enough to draw the curious 
and flitting looks of a few nearby people. Their attentions wane quickly, and for those who do 
not a simple /ook is enough to deter them. With that settled, Satsuki focuses back on the glare 
leveled at her with an even and calculating look. 


It lasts a full sixty second before Ryuko lets out a long, suffering groan that pitches into 
another pitiful whine at the tail end of it— and Satsuki falters briefly. 


“Would you believe me if I said it will be worth it in the end?” 


“Yes, but I’m pouting.” 
“T noticed. It’s a very angry pout.” 
“T’m an angry person.” Ryuko counters. 


“I disagree. I think you are a formidable and extraordinary person; the one good thing to 
come out of all of that violence— the person who makes it all worthwhile,” Satsuki murmurs 
with an affectionate lilt to her voice she does little to hide. “You are my hope, Ryuko.” 


Her hand snakes out in the space between them, long fingers teasing along the rough palm of 
Ryuko’s free hand until those scarred digits are carding with her own with an affectionate 
squeeze. Ryuko’s fingers bear the telling mire of grease, but the charming and crooked smile 
that swallows the entirety of her expression makes up for it— and Satsuki finds herself 
crumbling again. 


“We could go home?” She offers easily as her eyes flick between their twined hands and that 
handsome face. 


“No, no, I’m committed. This is the first time you’ve ever... well,” Satsuki watches as those 
pretty eyes look around conspiratorially, a fond curve tugging her lips as Ryuko continues 
quietly, “Ill take the lil’ bit of suffering that comes with.” 


“It’s called teasing, Ryuko, not suffering.” 
“Same difference.” 


As though gifted with a reinforced will, Satsuki watches with no feigned disquieted interest 
as Ryuko swiftly devours her meal without further complaint— a noticeable absence of scorn 
creasing her face even when Satsuki’s probing heels prompts delightful little spasms along 
those lean thighs. 


Privately, she thanks whatever gods care to listen that Ryuko does not force a belch at the 
end. 


“I gotta piss.” Ryuko announces at once, pushing her tray forward some after untangling their 
hands. Satsuki’s eyes must convey her thoughts, for Ryuko quickly defends herself in the 
next beat. “No, like, actually piss, no funny business.” 


“At least dispose of your trash.” 
“Ain’t my job.” 


“It’s courteous,” Satsuki hisses with just enough venom for Ryuko’s eyes to roll as those 
hands roughly grab the used tray. 


“Fine, whatever. Only ‘cuz you said I was extraordinary.” That voice chimes with a genuine 
and deep felt affection that Satsuki meets with a muted and charmed laugh, watching 
wistfully as Ryuko disposes of her garbage with unnecessary flourish before sauntering over 
to her and laying a quick kiss to her lips. “Love ya, by the way.” 


“I love you too, Ryuko.” Satsuki replies earnestly, ignoring the grease that must lay on her 
lips. 


The short trip to the washrooms is a silent affair, but a pleasing victory nonetheless as Ryuko 
nudges against her bodily; forgoes her earlier rule of pointed distance. 


Satsuki manages to idle distractedly in the long and barren hallway for approximately thirty 
seconds before her mind dutifully reminds her of the extended correspondence sitting half 
read on her business phone. Within moments she has that black work cell free and nestled in 
her grasp, eyes narrowing carefully as she reads about the demolition status of the Kiryuin 
Estate. 


It seems to be going rather smoothly, with the exception of some lingering police work, and 
she feels ever grateful for HOOmaru’s consistent assistance and guidance during this 
unfamiliar process; grateful enough to perhaps invite her out for dinner or drinks. 


She is in the finer details at the tail end of the missive when Ryuko reappears out of her 
periphery, and Satsuki’s gaze takes note of the passed time before leveling a very pointed 
look at her approaching and entirely deviant sister. 


Immediately Ryuko’s feet stumble briefly under the oppressive weight of the look, before a 
frown splits her mouth enough to bare the dangerous edge of her canines. 


“Jesus woman, yes I washed my hands!” She hisses sharply, offering upturned palms for an 
inspection Satsuki only briefly humours as she returns that cell to her clutch. 


“You took awhile.” Satsuki prompts evenly, only to receive a bemused expression. 
“Yea, and?” 
“You didn’t happen to—” 


Ryuko pieces the rest of her accusation together before the words leave her quirked lips, a 
flush blooming across her freckled skin. 
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“Sats! You know I’m not good at being quiet, there were like three other people in there...’ 
She finishes in a whisper, eyes flicking around nervously. 


“Mm, wouldn’t that only excite you further?” 
“Look, you can check yourself if you don’t believe me.” 


The way Ryuko relinquishes this offer is with the curve of her spine, frame turning into a 
long line toward the outward push of her pelvis that Satsuki finds herself glancing toward 
with a furrowed brow. 


“How would I accomplish that, Ryuko?” 


“Dunno, was kinda just hopin’ you’d shove your hand down my pants.” 


The brilliant and toothy smile Ryuko flashes has a more subdued curve arrest Satsuki’s 
mouth, affection wreathing between her ribs. 


“Do any of your schemes go as you hope?” She queries playfully. 
“Not a single fuckin’ one.” 


The curve of Satsuki’s lips twitches some, a leer to her eyes as she firmly presses into the 
space between their frames; steps until she has Ryuko’s sinewy and warm body riveted to the 
tiled and off white wall behind her. There’s a questioning twist to her mouth that Satsuki 
soothes away with a leisurely kiss; a moan she steals into the warmth of her mouth when she 
presses the thick muscles of a thigh between Ryuko’s legs. 


Satsuki meets with no indecision as Ryuko immediately sinks against her with a needy cant 
of her hips; thighs twitching around Satsuki’s leg as she rocks thickly in a desperate desire for 
contact. 


The truth seems obvious then, especially as Ryuko fists her hands unceremoniously into 
Satsuki’s white blouse to drag her closer— demanding enough to have a button pop free as 
her frame cries for relief. She considers stopping now that she has been rewarded her answer, 
but chooses instead to surrender to the wanton roll of those smaller hips for a dozen more 
beats; watching the depraved creature that makes up her little sister as she bounces and grinds 
against the corded flex of her thigh. 


Another softer noise breathes between them when Satsuki’s tongue slips into Ryuko's hot 
mouth to lap at that awaiting tongue— and then Satsuki is pointedly disentangling their legs 
with a thick furrow to her pinched face. 


“You taste like highly processed dead animal.” 


A frown finds home on that face and Ryuko violently shoves her fists into the wide pockets 
of her bomber jacket, tongue briefly licking at those chapped lips to no doubt soothe the 
bubbling beginnings of a bruise. 


“You taste like dead dreams.” Ryuko huffs back. 


Satsuki snorts in turn, biting down on the cruel smile that threatens her expression. Instead 
she carefully lifts her hands in the scant space between them, cautiously cradling that sharp 
jaw in her hands before laying a gentle press of her lips to Ryuko’s scrunched nose. 


“You'll come to appreciate the wait.” Satsuki promises once more. 
“Td rather just come.” 


There is something about the petty and sharp replies that breathes very similar to 
insubordination— and there are still prowling and yawning parts of who she is that 
stubbornly resists such rebellion; minor or otherwise. 


“Hm?” Her hummed tone lilts coyly as she tilts Ryuko’s head up by the stubborn point of her 
chin, the severe weight of her stare turning a step before callous— pins her to the mantle of 


submission with a look alone. Her thumb flicks over the pout of that bottom lip, draws it 
down enough to show the glint of teeth. “If that’s the case, I can shove my thigh back against 
you and let you rut like the pitiful dog you are.” 


The stern words alone have a raw and tortured cry slip between Ryuko’s clenched jaw, a 
noise that turns watery and thick as Satsuki makes good on that threat with the 
reacquaintance of her thigh. Her hands slink from that jaw to forcibly seize those hips, 
slender fingers digging sharply into the lean stretch of flesh hidden behind that plain white 
shirt. She pushes her further down then, watches the ample spread of those legs as she sits her 
sister roughly onto the broad curve of her leg and coaxes her into movement with the flex of 
her arms. 


“Go on,” Satsuki murmurs against Ryuko’s lips, a sharp smirk edging along her mouth as 
Ryuko obeys— as hands sink against her rear to tug her closer with frantic grinds. She 
crowds Ryuko further then, until every inch of that lean frame is aligned with hers; pressing 
her forehead down against Ryuko’s to watch those eyes dilate and unfocus with each 
desperate move— each laboured draw of air. “Good girl.” 


Ryuko shudders then, bodily, and Satsuki preens with the sensation. 


“Fuck,” Ryuko groans between fluttering draws of air. Those hips slow after a few more 
greedy rolls, suspicion lacing her pretty navy eyes as she licks at her lips. “What’s the catch?” 


“No catch. You get your public orgasm, and then we return home.” 


“Said that in the least sexy way possible.” Satsuki watches as Ryuko’s eyes drift down her 
frame, settling somewhere low. “What about the strap?” 


“Unnecessary, evidently.” Satsuki observes disinterestedly. 


“There’s the catch.” Comes the grumbled response, those brows sinking low on her face in a 
deep concentration. She must decide something then, for Satsuki watches her shift; those lean 
legs hooking over her thighs and forcing Satsuki to step into the shameless spread of her legs 
to keep her aloft. “J want you in me, onee-sama,” she mewls. 


There is no immediate countermeasure to the way her heart crashes against her ribs at that 
pleading request, no way to revert the intoxicating and thunderous rush of blood that settles at 
the apex of her thighs. Rather, it is all she can do to stop the fierce growl that sits caged in her 
throat, to tame the abrupt call to claim and take that itches at her fingertips. 


Ryuko must notice it, perhaps in her darkening eyes or in the flash of teeth between plush 
lips, because her sister is dragging her down into an entirely unrefined kiss Satsuki finds 
herself groaning into as their teeth score along lips— finds her hips roll in a way that has 
Ryuko mirror that same heated noise as she fantasizes of finally sinking into that awaiting 
and entirely welcoming heat. 


And then that usually subdued possessive thing is howling in the pitch of her mind, chanting 
that delectable truth: 


Mine. 


Admittedly she is distracted, wholly taken by this crooked temptress, which explains why her 
frame nearly starts at the feeling of rough fingers along the heated skin of the inside of her 
thighs— at the sensation of skin along skin. 


Satsuki breaks free of the kiss with a thick and rolling hum, taking a moment to bask in those 
flushed cheeks before her hand reaches down to politely pull those questing fingers free of 
the opening in her zipper. Ryuko’s expression turns from wanton to unbearably wicked at 
once, a fanged and impish smirk meeting her gaze as Satsuki sets about deftly adjusting the 
rumpled twist of her pants and closing that zipper. 


“Not yet, imouto.” Her voice wavers that tiniest bit; ripples like the surface of disturbed 
water as she tempers her breathing. 


“Shit, I almost got you, didn’t I?” There is genuine awe in that voice— muddled underneath 
the smug thrum of cloyingly thick pride reflected in that wolfish grin. 


“Almost. If you still wore those school skirts we would be having an entirely different 
conversation right now about volume control.” As if to tease further, she drags the edge of 
her nails in a blazing trail up Ryuko’s denim covered thighs in a practiced action similar to 
lifting a skirt. 


“A year later and fashion is still ruinin’ my friggin life.” 
“With how you choose to dress yourself some days, I feel that may be a lifelong challenge.” 


“Oj!” 


The following hour is a contest of wills that Satsuki no longer reigns over with full authority; 
instead Ryuko, having seen Satsuki’s fickle composure, decides to needle into that weakness. 
More than a dozen times Satsuki finds herself tugged into a leisurely kiss edged with 
promise, finds herself victim of those incessant and wandering hands. She considers briefly - 
as Ryuko carefully laps against her tongue only vaguely tucked away from the general public 
- if it would be a terribly inappropriate use of her wealth to simply purchase a storefront in 
order to have somewhere quieter to pin her sister to. 


It is an idea she only entertains for only the briefest of moments, but the birth of it alone is 
telling of her fractured resolve. 


In spite of the hungry pawing she and her clothing endure, Satsuki is meticulous in righting 
their disheveled appearances; though some things are a little more difficult to hide as Ryuko’s 
mouth grows more and more bold. Still she considers them both entirely presentable as 
Ryuko laces their fingers tightly together and eagerly guides them into a nearby clothing store 
— the name of which escapes her as she meets that simultaneously pretty and debased look 
that Ryuko throws over her shoulder. 


The store itself is a patchwork of varying styles from different cultures; mannequins donning 
streetwear, semi-formal dress, and only a few feet away kimono. Surprisingly the divisions 
between sections flow without clashing, but Satsuki finds her attention quickly waning from 
the heavily stocked displays and organized shelves and toward the enthused drive of Ryuko’s 
frame. 


When they are approached by a saleswoman this round, it is Satsuki who finds herself 
unprepared. 


“Welcome! Do you ladies need any help?” 


Her eyes cast over the woman’s plain face and frame, but she forgoes the details with blatant 
disinterest; gaze flicking toward Ryuko when she unexpectedly answers for the both of them. 


“Nah, just browsin’ for now, right, nee-san?” 


Satsuki’s mouth quirks at the acknowledged title of their kinship, at once understanding the 
crude plan Ryuko has concocted— one she has no qualms of entertaining. 


She thinks this game has gone on long enough. 
“Yes, imouto.” 
“Please let me know if you need anything!” 


Satsuki nods civilly in response to that respectful bow, darkened eyes watching carefully as 
the woman steps away. 


“Here?” Ryuko quips not so innocently as Satsuki feels that frame bump playfully against 
her. 


“Perhaps.” Satsuki replies steadily to hide her own excitement, eyes snapping towards Ryuko 
when she feels fingers creep along the curve of a belt strapped thigh. “Cameras, Ryuko.” 


That observation merely earns the immature response of Ryuko’s tongue, before that younger 
woman is slinking away from her and deeper into the maze of vibrant racks and well-dressed 
mannequins. 


Satsuki does her best to keep pace behind the zealous step of her sister, but even her 
dedicated gaze cannot follow her forever as she ducks carelessly between rows and all but 
bulldozes through other patrons. She rests assured Ryuko will return to her when needed, and 
humours herself by appraising the poor craftsmanship of the wares housed here. 


She safely concludes most of the work here is done by careless machines, and tuts under her 
breath as her fingers glide over the synthetic polyester threads and dreadful stitching— but to 
hold high expectations is an entirely foolish decision. 


She has seen perfection after all— and what corrupted thing it takes to create it. 


Thankfully Ryuko interrupts her morose revelations only a few moments later, slipping into 
her periphery with the grace of a landslide. 


Satsuki’s eyes immediately settle on the outstretched curve of her arm, where a few articles 
of clothing rest— eyes that narrow as she takes note of something very foreign in the 
otherwise boorish collection of graphic t-shirts and slim fitting pants. The question sits in her 
eyes as she looks back up to Ryuko’s animated face, but instead of answering she feels a hand 
clasp her own before Ryuko is dragging her through rows and toward the back of the store. 


“Got a changing room,” she begins in a low tone before shooting a sly smile over her 
shoulder. “Figured you might wanna see what I picked out?” 


The changing rooms in question are in a closed off area near the back of the store, running 
the width of it with eight or so partitioned chambers. 


The first thing Satsuki takes note of is that it is not an unoccupied space by any means. The 
saleswoman that greeted them mans a compact desk braced by discarded clothes she works 
tirelessly to refold on one end of the corridor, while two women sit in the chairs at the 
opposite end conversing rather loudly with another woman who lies out of sight. 


The second is the changing rooms themselves as Ryuko leads her past the first two vacant 
ones. They are larger than the glorified box that was the fitting room in the lingerie store, but 
the layout is much the same; two shelves braced on either side for either sitting or 
belongings, a floor length mirror, and a wall littered with hooks. What grabs her attention 
however, is the burgundy curtain that drapes at the entrances; the length of it coming just 
short of the ground. 


These hurdles do not go unnoticed by Ryuko either, but the thrill that meets Satsuki as their 
eyes lock has her consider that Ryuko may see them less as something to overcome and more 
as something to indulge in. 


A thought that grows exponentially as Ryuko steps into the changing room, tossing the 
acquired clothes and her drawstring pack on one shelf, and begins to shed her bomber jacket. 
Satsuki reaches out as Ryuko’s fingers twist into the hem of her shirt to lift, swiftly drawing 
the privacy curtain shut before glimpsing any more of that tempting peak of flesh. 


When she settles on the uncomfortable chair across from that occupied room, ankle along 
knee and fingers propped against jaw, the clutch she carries remains untouched and the black 
phone within forgotten. 


The first couple of times Ryuko opens that curtain and steps out, a noise that Satsuki feels 
unconsciously and stubbornly bind itself to her pulse of her arousal, it is an entirely innocent 
display; and for a moment it feels not unlike the playful bickering and enthusiasm of a typical 
pair of sisters arguing the merits and liabilities of outfits. 


Entirely normal if she omits the seething and entirely erotic tension of her frame that has her 
digits roughly spearing into her fabric covered knee in an almost white knuckled grip. 


A feeling that certainly does not absolve itself as Ryuko peels that curtain back for the 
umpteenth time to show off a t-shirt with bold letters ending in a heart. Satsuki cheeks flush 
with a gentle warmth as she reads those daring words before looking pointedly back at 
Ryuko. 


“I didn’t know you could read English.” Satsuki admits neutrally. 
“T can’t.” 
“I’m supposed to believe that?” 


“I just know what ‘sister’ looks like in English, is all.” Ryuko announces then, the gentle 
curve of her lips broadening in wide measures. 


“Of course you do.” 
“So... What’s it say, nee-san?”’ 


Already preempting the look on Ryuko’s face at the requested information, Satsuki chooses to 
let her eyes drift towards the trio of women talking animatedly amongst each other at the end 
of the hall. “It looks like it’s in broken English, but roughly translates to: ‘My sister has a 
loud scream and it’s a lot of fun’.” Satsuki enunciates carefully, the bored tone she takes put 
upon. 


“Oh.” Ryuko begins, and Satsuki catches her move that slightest bit closer in her periphery 
but denies the inquiring gaze. When Ryuko speaks next her voice is muted and low, tinged 
with a telling smile. “Don’t think they mean the kind of screamin’ I’m thinkin’ about 
though.” 


The roll of her voice is enough to have Satsuki’s eyes flick toward her periphery, carefully 
gauging the expression on that handsome face. 


“Ryuko,” she says in warning, to deter her from any of the public displays no doubt rattling 
around in her mind. 


Ryuko yields with an eased roll of her shoulder, even if the fanged smile on her lips does not 
lessen. “Next time I’m wearin’ the strap.” 


Satsuki’s lip curves, not at all cowed by the gruff tone slipping into that voice. 
“When we return home then?” 
“Payback.” 


Satsuki supposes that thick growl is her attempt at sounding threatening, but between 
Ryuko’s general submissive disposition toward her and the obnoxious and crude waggle of 
those eyebrows, all she can do in reply is laugh; a slow and mocking thing from the hollow of 
her throat. 


“Please, Ryuko, you have the commitment of a titillated man with Alzheimer's. I'll tell you to 
bark and you’ ll ask with a wag: ‘how loud?’” 


“Fuckin’ bitch.” Ryuko hisses back playfully, before she’s muffling her own laughter and 
disappearing behind that thick curtain. 


For the final reveal, when Ryuko draws those curtains open once more she does not step out; 
and Satsuki understands why at once. She dons a sleek and velvet looking sleeveless dress 
threaded with scarlet and ink. It’s design has clear inspirations from a traditional qipao, but 
it’s tight fabric rides much higher on those thighs than could ever be deemed appropriate— 
the slits along the side stretching open over the slight curve of hips. 


Her first carefully constructed thought is that this is a whore’s dress. 


Satsuki rolls her covetous gaze over the rest of that clinging thing, ogling the lean body that 
lays underneath from hip to ribs to chest; briefly pausing on the window drawn from the peak 
of collarbones to the soft swell of breasts. 


The following thought is that Ryuko looks thoroughly ravishing in it— that feeling those 
silken threads pressed along her skin while she drives into her pretty little sister would be 
wondrous. 


“Well?” 


“Very unlike you, imouto.” Satsuki enunciates carefully over the thick drumming of her 
chest, correcting her lingering sight to meet that rosy face. “You don’t think it might be too 
revealing?” 


“Tt is a lil’ short, ain’t it?” The tone that greets her this time is boiling and low, but the heat 
that sparks pales in comparison to the molten twist of Ryuko’s fingers into the hem of it to 
tease it skyward. 


It becomes readily apparent, as inch by inch that dress lifts, that Ryuko has chosen against 
wearing anything underneath— the inside of those tanned thighs glistening with arousal just 
below the tempting picture of her bare and flushed vulva. 


A picture turned show as Ryuko’s fingers sink leisurely between her own folds, a deft touch 
twisting around her swelling clitoris in a feverish sensation Satsuki can see in the pinch of her 
face, before those digits are roughly pinching it up by its hood. 


Satsuki’s arousal sparks in sympathy, lips parting with a wispy draw of air. 


“Very short,” Satsuki agrees calmly in spite of her now dry mouth, masking the arousal of her 
tone with no absence of effort. Her gaze remains affixed to the trail of those fingers as they 
dip lower, before curling up and sinking thickly into Ryuko’s slit. “And rather tight. Perhaps 
a size up would alleviate some of that?” 


Ryuko’s demeanor however, is far removed from the mimicry of conversation and she offers 
only a thick and tumultuous hum in agreement that Satsuki is certain would turn into a moan 


outright had it lasted even a beat longer. 


And then Satsuki is watching as those fingers are pulled free with a muted and wet sounding 
drag before that curtain once more is drawn shut and she is left to her own devices. 


Left with the fierce and fiery ache between the spread of her thighs she has created. 
A frown works at her lips, fingers digging into the curve of her jaw. 


The predatory instinct perched at the forefront of her mind demands she step forward and 
past that meager defense to affirm what is hers, but she reigns it back with a tight squeeze of 
her knee. Patience is always a rewarded thing she knows, and to be so brazen as to follow in 
after her is certain to turn heads. 


Rather she needs a plan, an excuse to find herself needed in there. 


As if aware of this desire, Ryuko’s voice chimes rather loudly from behind that curtain; 
saccharine, and meek with false embarrassment, tones echoing through the corridor. “Nee- 
san, the zipper got stuck, I need some help.” 


Satsuki feels eyes flick over toward her and meets those curious looks by those chortling 
women with a tempered stare before smoothly finding her way to her feet. Never one to truly 
linger, she steps though that curtain with two easy clicks of her heels before dragging it 
neatly shut behind her. 


Immediately Ryuko is on her; that lean and tantalizing form draped in a teasing silk pressing 
impatiently against her own as those hands forcefully wrest her by her jaw and down into a 
delirious kiss. 


The building tension in the cords of her muscles slackens some then as she seizes control of 
that frenzied kiss, bites and nips along Ryuko’s already bruised lower lip before sinking her 
tongue into that offered mouth. She feels it like electricity along the curve of her spine, 
adrenaline and lust mixing violently in the wanton cavern of her chest as she digs the slender 
curve of her fingers into Ryuko’s firm rear. 


The action prompts a hissed gasp, and so she needles deeper; slides past that suddenly 
irritating fabric to grope and squeeze; to brand those cute little cheeks with the urging 
crescents of her nails before dragging that smaller frame closer to hers. 


When Ryuko’s gasped and laboured breath cracks with a low noise she drives their mouths 
tightly together; swallows it hungrily between her lips. Sated to some degree, Satsuki coaxes 
that desperate kiss to its end, drawing back to breathe thickly through her nose and quell the 
burn of her lungs. 


Ryuko’s face is already an intoxicating sight, the part of her swollen lips and the heave of her 
chest entirely heady to her already dripping excitement. 


A sensation that erupts further as she feels Ryuko’s hands along her front; those greedy 
fingers unbuttoning and tugging her blouse open with only little more care than an animal 


could manage. 


Satsuki lets a sly smirk work at her lips as Ryuko stills for a moment, those strange and dark 
eyes admiring her ivory bustier— an appreciation not settled with sight alone as those fingers 
roll over straps and golden buckles with awe and yearning. That touch continues its ardent 
exploration lower, hands briefly fanning over the lacey and snow suspenders about her waist 
before Ryuko’s face is nuzzling thickly into her bust with a tormented and nearly inhuman 
growl. 


“I’m ripping you out of this when we get home.” Ryuko’s hushed voice comes out equal parts 
hoarse and croaked, those too sharp teeth edging along the flesh of her chest in an aggression 
masked by tease. 


Satsuki only tuts gently, fingers carding through those wild locks as she keeps her honeyed 
voice low, “You won’t, I like this one.” 


Ryuko’s teeth sink into the swell of a breast then, tongue only lapping at the swiftly purpling 
bruise when Satsuki hisses with discomfort. 


“Buy “nother.” 


The conversation comes to an abrupt end as Ryuko drops into a crouch, those fingers making 
quick work of buttons and zippers until Satsuki’s pants are settled about her knees and the 
length of her azure strap bounces free of that constricting belt. Ryuko pays it no further mind 
for a long moment, and Satsuki purrs as that hot mouth nips and sucks along the inside of her 
thighs; that broiling tongue licking up a trail arousal while those fingers twist and tug at the 
pair of pure white garters. 


Presumably satisfied, Ryuko draws back with a parting kiss along the sensitive twitch of her 
thigh, before briefly nipping at that strap and returning to her feet. 


“Must you bite everything?” 


Satsuki’s answer comes in the form of another feverish kiss, those teeth needling into and 
pulling at her lower lip. 


“I really wanna eat you out right now, but I need that cock in me more.” 
“You could say please.” 
“How ‘bout please fuck me?” 


A low laugh hums to life in response, and Satsuki smoothly redirects that ardent creature so 
she is facing the floor length mirror. She is never one to rush these things, a contrast to the 
actions of Ryuko, rather she prefers to savour them— to drag out every single twitch and cry 
from her sister’s spent body; but she knows in this moment, time is not on her side. 


Perhaps therein lay the thrill Ryuko seeks, that insidious fear of being caught that has 
adrenaline so freely chase the drumming of her chest. 


Fingers deftly work the zipper down the back of that tight dress before her hands are sliding 
the top of it down to settle along her waist. She presses a lingering kiss to the shell of 
Ryuko’s ear, and then another along that tempting neck as she briefly squeezes those lingerie- 
covered mounds before unhooking the bra. It earns a muffled grunt as fabric teases those hard 
peaks, and Satsuki repeats that same process for the bottom of the dress; peeling it over 
thighs and hips to have the entirety of it bunched at her waist. 


Satsuki savours this debauched sight in the mirror for a few moments, making note that she 
will definitely have to purchase this dress afterwards, and then she sets herself to work. 


One hand glides back up the length of her torso, fingers teasing over ribs before cupping the 
swell of a breast; a thumb flicking smoothly over already hardened rose peaks and metal. Her 
other hand slinks between those soaked thighs, ring and middle finger sliding between 
slicked outer lips and labia before languidly drawing higher to circle that pulsing clitoris. 


Ryuko’s throat bobs with a gentle moan at the touch, and Satsuki presses another encouraging 
kiss to the shell of her ear as her fingers ease gentle and nonsensical patterns against that 
throbbing thing. 


“Shh, imouto.” 


It doesn’t take much to have that cute thing swollen and stiff under her touch, and even less 
to have Ryuko’s chest panting with silent gasps and groans. 


Fingers curl against the underside of that clitoris in a parting touch that has Ryuko’s legs 
tense and quake, before she’s pushing them further down and then up into that dripping heat. 
Ryuko immediately clenches around her as her hips jump, and Satsuki only croons 
encouragingly into her ear as she languidly spreads her fingers to assist in stretching her 
open. When those walls finally relax some, Satsuki begins to piston her fingers in and out 
watching Ryuko’s face furrow and pinch uncontrollably. 


The steady drive of her digits slows at the sound of approaching footsteps, and Satsuki 
releases a breast to shove her fingers into Ryuko’s mouth to discourage noise. Immediately a 
tongue laps between the length of them, a gentle suction tugging her fingers deeper in and 
Satsuki feels her chest tighten some. 


“Are you ladies alright in there?” 


“Yes, the zipper seems to have gotten stuck,” she manages in an unaffected tone. Despite this 
new arrival, Satsuki does not restrain the steady drive of her fingers, forcing her further open 
even as those walls squeeze and tighten around her invasion. “Do you have any more of those 
black and red qipao style dresses, preferably in a nine? The one we have now is rather tight.” 
In emphasis, she fully parts and spreads her fingers when her knuckles sink into that too wet 
hole, feeling Ryuko’s teeth bite warningly into the fingers in her mouth. 


“T will certainly check for you!” 


“Thank you.” 


Satsuki listens keenly to the departing sounds of those footsteps before curling her fingers 
along the rough front wall of Ryuko’s tight entrance. Those muscles quake and twitch in 
response, seizing around the soft curl of her digits, and Ryuko’s soft cry muffles between 
fingers. 


“We have to be quick.” Satsuki admits as she tugs herself free, watching Ryuko nod heavily 
before removing the claim of her mouth as well. “Lean forward, against the wall.” 


For once Ryuko does not combat her with words or actions, instead that sinewy frame shifts 
forward some; a tempting curve to her spine as she braces those twitching hands on either 
side of the mirror. Satsuki lets a hand travel the length of that back, watching as goosebumps 
flower under her touch before harshly gripping the inside of a thigh and lifting Ryuko onto 
the tip of one of her feet while spreading her vulva and cheeks further open. 


Heels could be occasionally vexing. 


The new height has the strap bump along those wet thighs, and Satsuki angles herself to 
better have the roll of her hips aligned as she slides that silicone thing between folds; the 
smooth head of it grinding against that swollen clit— all while coating the length of it in that 
stringing wetness. 


It only takes a few moments to have the entire thing slick, and Satsuki wastes no further time 
before guiding the rounded tip against that twitching opening; smirking as Ryuko’s spine 
curves and those muscles flutter around her to better welcome that length. Little resistance 
meets the cautious and steady push of her hips, and Satsuki watches with a fervid fascination 
as that thick thing is slowly swallowed inch by inch into Ryuko’s canal. 


She’s over half way through the process when she hears the clack of shoes along wood and 
feels a presence shadowing the curtain. Satsuki watches out of her periphery before a dress is 
offered over the dividing wall; a dress she has to stretch to grab. 


“I hope this was what you were looking for!” The woman’s excitable voice rings out, and for 
a moment Ryuko clenches down hard enough to still her progress entirely; her face enflamed. 


“It is, thank you.” She agrees, sparing the dress only a cursory glance before carelessly 
tossing it over to the other shelf of clothes. 


“How’s the zipper?” 


“I managed to get her out.” Satsuki lies simply as she fully hilts inside of Ryuko, shifting her 
hips just slightly to have the harness tease along her clit. “How’s the fit on this one, imouto?” 


“G-Good.” Ryuko manages past something thick in her throat, offering a telling glare in the 
mirror that Satsuki only smiles in response to. 


“Perfect, I would say,” and then over her shoulder, “Thanks once more for your assistance.” 


“My pleasure! Please feel free to let me know if there is anything else you need.” 


Satsuki counts those departing footsteps until they fade from earshot, before looking back to 
Ryuko in that fogged reflection. 


“Ready?” 


Ryuko doesn’t answer verbally, choosing instead to offer a swift nod of her head, and Satsuki 
tugs the entire length of that strap free before plunging forward— watches as that greedy cunt 
takes all of her in again and again. Each stroke is no different than the first, hips a tireless and 
steady piston culminating in a lurid and wet sounding clap that has Ryuko’s thigh muscles 
twitching under her grasp and that lean frame bouncing forward with the force; breasts 
following that same enticing path. 


Satsuki’s concentration wavers with the visual feedback as each roll of her hips against that 
rear sends keen vibrations along the harness covering her clitoris. 


Within only a few beats Ryuko’s chest hums with meek and muffled whimpers, breathy 
noises so soft they are occasionally drowned out by the muted slap of soaked thighs as her 
head sags and those hands turn to fists. 


The blaze of her chest flares with the filthy noise, something dangerous needling at her ribs 
as she sinks her fingers into those cropped sable locks; gripping a thick bundle of hair to 
draw Ryuko’s head back up— to force her to look at her own perverted reflection as Satsuki’s 
manicured nails prick into the sensitized skin of her inner thigh. 


On the next thrust Satsuki strikes deeper; grinds her pelvis against that throbbing clit crude 
enough to have Ryuko weep brokenly— a pathetic little noise no louder than the muted 
conversation five stalls down. 


“What a lewd thing you are,” Satsuki husks quietly in turn, leisurely restarting the steady 
pitch of her hips as her cruel fingers knot tighter into that wild hair. Their eyes meet in that 
reflection fogged by heavy breaths, the twitch of her lips an entirely callous taunt as those 
eyes grow inky and dazed. “Such obscene and shameless noises coming from between your 
thighs. You’ll have to be quieter, girl, or do you want those strangers to know how eager you 
are for every inch from your sister?” 


The responding pitched and wanton whimper is only barely muffled and Satsuki’s chest 
howls with it as Ryuko bites into her own lip; as those hands turn into shuddering fists 
against that wall. 


If only they did not have to hide this— if only Satsuki could work her into that shuddering 
and wanton thing she is used to owning. 


“Oh?” Satsuki observes plainly, freeing her fingers from hair only to dig into the swell of 
Ryuko’s rear— to pinch and drag, spreading her in a way that her eyes eagerly devour. 
“Should I drag you out there then? Let you fuck yourself on me for all those greedy eyes?” 
The question is punctuated by a peal of laughter from those nameless women, and Ryuko 
shudders bodily; every muscle along that sweat dotted skin twitching and shivering. 


Satsuki only coos in return, splaying her hand out on that lower back with an encouraging 
roll of her fingers before gliding over the curve of hip and reaching lower. Her fingers card 
through wiry and groomed pubic hair before settling on the broiling peak of Ryuko’s clitoris. 


““Ne—” Ryuko’s low voice stumbles over itself as her spine curves with a silent gasp, and 
Satsuki spurns the twist of those hips in an attempt to avoid the wicked curl of her finger; 
flicking sharply along that swollen thing in perfect timing with every thrust in punishment. 
Immediately the leg holding most of Ryuko’s weight buckles, and Satsuki compensates until 
she steadies once more, feeling sweat beginning to bead and trail down her spine. “Ne-... nee- 
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San... 


There is a clear element of pleading to Ryuko’s strangled voice that Satsuki does not miss— 
she’s close, it says, terribly close. 


But as close as she is, Satsuki knows she cannot step off that final edge without making some 
kind of noise. 


Noise Ryuko has no means of properly muffling as Satsuki purposefully drives her harder 
against that wall, as she turns the roll of her hips into something fevered and brutal; a pitch 
that has the clench of her abdominals begin to burn sweetly. 


“Ah, ne—” The attempt at speech devolves into another chorus of hissed cries and meek 
whimpers Satsuki earns with each and every thrust, until finally Ryuko manages to needle 
into a weak spot of Satsuki’s own. “O-onee-sama... p-please...” 


The tightness in her chest grows until Satsuki finds her own breath laboured even as she 
eases that pace into one final plunge before stilling entirely. The muscles of the thigh under 
her touch jump and jolt before Ryuko all but deflates with a drawn and muted groan. 


“Poor girl,” Satsuki croons in a honeyed voice laced with superficial scorn before freeing 
Ryuko’s left thigh from her grasp. 


When she draws the entire length of that azure shaft free she is gifted with the enticing sight 
of arousal stringing between them; with the view of Ryuko clenching around nothing as those 
thighs quake. She grunts lowly to relieve some of the suffocating pressure in her chest, before 
drawing Ryuko up and turning her around. 


Those gorgeous and lidded eyes spark with a vulnerability Satsuki does well to soothe with a 
kiss; crouching down some before reaching between those legs, gripping the undersides of 
Ryuko’s thighs, and lifting her dense weight clear of the floor. 


“Use my neck, imouto.” 


Ryuko nods thickly in understanding before those tanned legs wrap around the swell of her 
hips without hesitation, a hand reaching between them to guide that strap back inside of her. 
Goosebumps immediately bloom along the length of her sensitive neck as Ryuko nuzzles and 
mewls against her throat, and Satsuki finds herself suddenly hyper aware of the drumming 
pulse between her thighs— especially as Ryuko sinks wholly down with a feathery sigh. 


The pace she sets is slower than her earlier by several degrees, frame itching with a dull burn 
with the exertion as she rocks forward carefully on stiletto heels, but the fluttering gasp that 
breathes along her lips each time she hilts tells her it is more than satisfactory. 


“Mm, look at me, Ryuko.” 


Those eyes blink open with the next thrust, dazed and unfocused but still entirely 
breathtaking as they meet her heated stare. 


At once she draws their lips together the same as she does their bodies, presses reverently 
into that mouth with the tender curl of her tongue. No more encouragement is needed before 
Ryuko is kissing her back sloppily, those eyes fluttering open and shut as the space between 
their lips ignites with muted cries and gasps alike. 


The pitch of those sounds build with every drive, arousal beginning to drip between them as 
Ryuko’s frame twitches and tremors; as that breath goes pinched and she becomes unable to 
reciprocate the press of their lips. 


The heels of Ryuko’s feet dig into her rear on the next plunge of that length, and Satsuki feels 
Ryuko desperately meet those hurried thrusts as she lines those too sharp teeth into that 
sensitive spot where neck meets shoulder with a broken sob that draws out into a watery 
moan muffled by her flesh. 


Ryuko’s entire frame goes rigid against her then, and Satsuki hides the affectionate smile that 
curves her lips into those sable locks as Ryuko’s leg jerks out with her orgasm— as with 
every orgasm. 


“That’s it, pretty girl, come for me,” Satsuko murmurs in dulcet tones, rolling her hips faster 
and faster as her sister convulses around her— as fingers dig into the blades of her shoulders, 
teeth bruise; and that spine curves and stretches in a wonderful display she commits to 
memory. 


“A-... Ah—” Satsuki feels the noise more than she hears it as Ryuko violently shudders 
before panting heavily into the crook below her chin. 


With no desire to subject her sister to oversensitivity - this round, at least - Satsuki lets the 
piston of her hips smooth out before attempting to pull Ryuko entirely free. 


She gets as far as that rounded head before Ryuko is gripping tighter to her and shaking her 
head back and forth viciously; voice a heated mix of gutteral sobs and throaty gasps, ““N-not 
yet, not yet, stay in, fuck—” 


Whatever words were intended, die as Satsuki slides smoothly back into her; drives that 
length in until she’s hilted and Ryuko is gasping and rocking and clawing. 


It only takes two more thrusts to have Ryuko an incoherent chorus of moans she tries 
desperately to once more muffle against Satsuki’s neck— two more thrusts before wetness 
spills between them and Ryuko turns into a boneless and shivering mess in her arms after 
another felling kick of her right leg. 


Satsuki has to bite the inside of her cheek to not make a noise as her arousal spikes into 
something almost unmanageable when she feels her sister’s arousal drip down strap and 
harness alike to stain the flex of her thighs. Instead she focuses on the spineless heap thing 
clinging to her, peppering that sweaty and pink neck with gentle kisses until she rouses 
Ryuko back towards something like consciousness. 


“T can’t feel m’ legs... don’ pull out yet.” 
“We can’t stay like this forever, imouto.” 
“I know I know, jus’ feel really good ‘n me.” 


Satsuki’s chest thrums with a thick and muted laugh, affection having the corners of her 
darkened eyes crinkle. She humours her sister some still, using the offered time to steady the 
desperate pant of her chest— to quell the aching flames between her thighs and impose an 
impossible control over her traitorous body once more. 


She would get her turn later after all, and she is more than capable of waiting. 


When Ryuko attempts to stretch, still held carefully aloft and entirely hilted, Satsuki decides 
her kindness is being taken advantage of and unceremoniously pulls free. Ryuko’s frame 
seizes with temporary tremors, lips parting with a sharp gasp, but they quickly fade and 
Satsuki sets her down. 


Within moments she has to step forward to catch Ryuko as she wobbles like a newborn fawn, 
rolling her eyes affectionately as Ryuko snickers at her own useless legs before drawing tall 
with a stretch. 


Satsuki looks, as she always does, rolling her gaze over that body flushed pink and dotted 
with sweat, watching the swell of those breasts rise and fall with each heave; eyes lingering 
for a beat longer on the five point bruise on Ryuko’s wet thigh from her grip. She finds heat 
flush her own frame in retaliation to her ogling, that ever present arousal insisting she touch 
more, feel more— taste. 


“Was it worth it then?” Is the question she voices in lieu of the more primitive cries of her 
body, letting her gaze settle on Ryuko’s face. She wears an expression of pride, those 
knowing eyes insisting Satsuki’s wandering looks are entirely appreciated. 


“I think I’m dehydrated as shit.” Ryuko replies instead of answering, licking those chapped 
and swollen lips. 


“Let’s clean you up first, troublesome thing, and then you can get one of those abominable 
lemon slushies that will certainly dehydrate you further.” 


The moment her sentence ends Ryuko’s dragging her into another kiss, a sloppy and fatigued 
thing but grateful nonetheless; and Satsuki thinks, she can in fact be rather fun. 


It ends quickly after, Ryuko affectionately lingering against her as Satsuki’s fingers card into 
her sweaty hair. 


“Thank you, and yes it was worth it.” Ryuko nuzzles closer then, perching her chin on 
Satsuki’s chest to meet eyes; those blue things sparkling with mirth and playfulness and Jove. 
“Could be worth even more if you carry me, I think I pulled somethin’ in my calf.” 


Satsuki barks a laugh then, nudging her simpering sister off of her frame with a quirk of her 
brow— clicking a heel against those wooden floors to remind that little selfish thing of her 
own agonies. 


“You'll survive.” She declares without sympathy, and finds herself wholly unsurprised as 
Ryuko erases the space between them once more only to nip sharply at Satsuki’s chest in 
retaliation. 


“You re mine tonight.” 


End Notes 
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